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Lesser men began to emulate the example of the
great. When it was announced that Pandit Motilal
Nehru (the father of Jawahaiial), who was reputed
to be fabulously rich and who, it was rumoured,
sent his shirts to Paris to be laundered (though this
has been authoritatively denied), had given his
house " Anand Bhuvan " to the nationalist move-
ment and had burnt all his European clothes in a
bonfire, it created a great impression on the minds
of those who were doubtful of the sincerity of
Congress leaders. The proof of it was supplied by
their sacrifice of the comforts of life.
The Government of India had made no such
brilliant gesture. Instead they had only a year or
two ago retaliated with the JallianwaUa Bag-
massacre, and the families of those who lost their
lives in it were still smarting with the pain that had
been inflicted on them. No doubt it gave them an
idea of the power of the British Government, which
was the idea underlying the ruthless massacre and
the crawling order which followed, but it opened
their eyes to the humiliation to which they would
in the future be subjected if there happened to be
any recurrence of a difference of opinion between
the Government and Indian aspirations.
I can picture those people now, trapped in the
four walls of that square, harmless people, unarmed.
Women and children, too, gathered, not knowing
what for, but inquisitively looking over the